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IOLET, GRACE OF THE VERNAL YEAR 
2 


OFFER’D BE TIIOU TO ‘LHi1S SPRING-LIKE REIGN ! 





WS NOT THY TINT VO THAT LADYHR DEAR, 
WHOSE BANNER OF BLUE IS THE LORD OF TITE MAIN 2 


Woe VY wis TWINE OF CILANGELESS GREEN, 


: 
FZ CONSTANT FOR EVER IN LIEAF AND BOUGHE 





SO MAY THE HEART OF OUR MAIDEN QUEEN 
BE ALWAYS VERDANT AND FRESH AS NOW. 





z RRARNATION, LACED WITH MANY A STREAK 
3 OF BLOOMING RED ON VES LEAFLETS BRIGIFT, 
MAY BE A TYPE OF HER MAN TETLING CHEUK, 
BLEN'T WHEELIE A BROW OF PLARLY WILE. 


ANS Y, THOUGH HUMBLE AN HERB IT BE, 
LOOK NOT UPON TT WITH SCORNFUL EYL: 
ON VIRTUE, THAT LURKS IN LOW DEGREE, 





A GLANCE SHOULD FALI RINE PRONE VILOST!] ON TEEGHE. 


WAS A SIGN FOR THE SURGES OF DEATIL TO CEASE. 5 





SO, FROM THE LIPS OF OUR DOVE SHOULD COME 
THE SOFT BU'T THE SURE COMMAND OF PEACE. 






OSES OF ENGLAND, CEASING FROM FIGHT, 

TWINE ROUND HER BROW IN WIIOSE VEINS ARE MET 
SS tur PRINCELY BLOOD THOS!t: ROSES UNITE 
“IN THE VEINS OF THE NOBLEST PLANTAGENET.” 


, 


; at. 
; ¢ 


RIS, ro THEE, ‘Tit MAID OF THE BOW, 
THAT PROMISES HOPE, FREER NAME FYAG «castvasiy yg 





JOIN, FHEN, THE WREAPIE AE HER PEET WE THROW, 


WTO BEPANMS Vs A SY VBOE OF TEORED BRON PEEP AVEN, 


NE NEQON DG) picowark Gib CRETE. WEN f oN crEbb. TAN RP 


Wie © tl bi ——~ YW) Got BR GC. VERE VNER PES NOON C OINEDRELEVPED 2 





wirrcit NPOUPOOR EN. bite coun cob TREES OCEAN, SELALL 
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PUP yy fh 


CLEMATIS. 


Axounp the cross the flower is winding, 
Around the old and ruined wall ; 
And, with its fragile flowers, binding 
The arch with which it soon must fall. 
And two before that cross are praying, 
One, with her earnest eyes above ; 
The other, as the heart delaying, 
Blent heavenly with some earthly love. 





St. Marie’s shrine is now laid lowly, 
Shivered its windows’ rainbow panes ; 

Silent its hymn ;—-that pale flowcr solely, 
Of all its former pride remains. 

Hushed 1s the ancient anthem, keeping 
The vigil of the silent night ; 

Gone is the censer’s silver sweeping ; 


Dim is the sacred taper’s light. 


True, the rapt soul’s divine emotion 

The desert wind to heaven may bear ; 
"Tis not the shrine that makes devotion, 

The place that sanctifies the prayer ; 
But yet I erieve that, thus departed, 

The faith has left the fallen cell; 
How many, lorn and broken-hearted, 


Wore thankful mr them shade to dwell! 


Not on the young mind, filled with fancies 

And hopes, whose gloss is not yet gone : 
Not on the early world’s romances, 

Should the cell close its funeral] stone ! 
Stil] is the quiet cloister wanted, 

For those who wear a weary eye: 
Whose life has long been disenchanted, 


Who have one only wish---to die. 


How oft the heart of woman, yearning 
For love it dreams but never meets, 
From the world, worn and weary, turning, 
Could shelter m these dim retreats ! 

There were that solemn quet given, 
That life’s harsh, feverish, hours deny ! 
There might the last prayer rise to heaven, 


“ My God! I pray thee, let me die!” 
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THE HYACINTH. 





W orreReE is the bee its sweetest music bringing, 
"The music living mm its busy wings, 
Like the small fountain’s low perpetual singing, 


Counting the quiet hours that noontide brings ? 


It is the Ifwacinth, whose sweet bells stooping, 
send with the odours heavy in their cells ; 
Amid the shadows of their fragrant drooping, 


Niemorwy, that 1s itself a shadow, dwells. 


« 


Ahlht do mot wreathe it mid the golden tresses 
"That mock the sunshine on that childish head - 
Bind there the meadow flowers the wind caresses : 


Around a thousand careless blossoms shed. 


But not the Hyacinth, whose purple sadness 
"Po an old world long since gone by appeals : 
What hath the child’s one hour of eager gladness 


"Lo ao with all that haunted flower reveals ? 


Life gave its first dcep colour to that blossorn ; 
Life, im an evil hour untimely shed ; 
Down to the earth melines its fragrant bosom, 


As heavy with the nacmory of the dead. 


s 


Deep in the twilight depths of those Gark flowers, 
Are mwvstic characters amid them furled : 
Are they the language of ancestral lours,-- 


Chic records of a yvwounger, lovelter world ? 


What is the secret written in their numbers, 
Strange as the figures on Egyptian shrines ? 
What marvel of the ancient earth now slumbers 


In the obscurity of those dim lines ? 


Little we know the secrets that surround us, 
And much has vanished from our later day ; 
Nature with many «a mystery has bound us, 


And much of our old love has past away. 


No ancient voices in the dim woods crying, 
Reveal the hidden world; no prophet’s eye 
Asks the foresecing stars for their replying, 


And reads the future im the midnight sky. 


Many the lovely things that now are banished 
From our harsh path—the actual and the cold 
The angel and the spirit, each are vanished ! 


Where are the beautiful that were of old ? 


Vain, tho’ so lovely, was this old beliaevmeg ; 
But not thus vain the faith that gave it birth ; 
It was the beauty of the far off- 





leaving 


The presence of the spiritual on earth. 
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"THE HREA’TH. 


Avr, gentle flower! on which the wind 
Delays. as if it lowed delay ; 
ask of thee no wreath to bind, 
EI take no blossom from thy spray : 
lL only breathe upon thy bloom, 
Amd ask it, for my sake, to bear 
Aa message on its faint perfume, 


Afar amnid its native air. 


Slight are the links that waken thought, 
Amd shaeht are those I trust to now ; 
Wet by that soft flower may be brought 
"Bike memory of a broken vow ! 
Even as thy soft hues fade away, 
So fadeth love! so daoth the heart 
See, ima single hour, decay 


ATL] that was once its loveliest part. 


Ah! fairy blossoms! tell my love, 





Cor he who omce was love of mime, — 
Fiow can the conscious heaven above 

Upon such utter falsehood shinc. 
“Bell him, that simce Ihe left may fears, 

"To bear with all that absence bears, 
Ehave but thoughe of kim with tears ; 


KE hawe but breathed of him in prayers. 


T loved him, Hhke am eager clailad, 
"That Krirows tri0t how it loves, or why ! 
Niy sptrits brightened when he smiuilect ; 
Emever gawe him cause to sigh,—- 
Wet loved with worn ans fondmwress too, 
"What knows it 1s her life she gives 5; 
Deep, earrmest, pussromate, amd truc, 


“The love thlizzt 122 the spirit lives. 


Thou framle flower! of thou hast brought 
Tlis image, too beloved ! to me: 
It is because T link his thought 
With every object that T sec! 
TI watch the morning’s rosy light 
Redden anid the dewy air ; 
I watch the silent stars at night ; 


But only meet his mage there. 


Yet he is false! he loves me not ! 
He leaves me lone and wretched here : 
Ye Lleavens! how can they be forgot, -- 
Vows that he called on ye to hear ? 
And vet, Lnever asked a vow ; 
Doubts, fears, were utterly unknown: 
The faith that is so worthless now, 


I then beleved im by my own. 


Tread his heart by mine! and deemed 
Its truth was clear, its choice was made 
Phe happimess FT only dreamed, 
How bitterly has it been paid! 
Breathe, ye solt flowers, mv long despair ! 
But tell him, now, return is vain : 
My heart has had too much to bear, 


Ever to be his own again. 
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THE WATER-LILY. 


Nor ’mid the soil and the shadow of earth, 

Have we our home, or take we our birth ; 

Heep ye your valleys that breathe of the rose, 
Where bendeth the myrtle : we reck not of those. 


Low in the waters our palace we make, 
Where sweepeth the river, or spreadeth the lake ; 
And the willow, that bends with its green hair above, 


Bike a lady in grief, is the tree that we love. 


At noon-tide we sleep to the music of shells, 
"That we bring from the depths of the sea to our cells; 
Our cells that are roofed with the crystal, whose hght 


Is hke the young moon’s, on her first summer night. 


Strange plants are around us, whose delicate leaves 
No hue from the sunshine or moonlhght receives ; 
Yet, rich are the colours, as those that are given 


When the first hours of April are azure in heaven. 


Phere branches the coral, as red as the lip 

Of the earliest rose that the honey-bees sip ; 
And above are encrusted a myriad of spars, 
With the hues of the rainbow, the light of the stars. 


Our streams are like mirrors, reflecting the ranks 


Of the wild flowers that blossom and bend on our banks ; 
We give back their beauty-—the face 1s as tair 


Of the rose in the wave, as it is on the aur. 


But the flower that we choose in our tresses to bind,-— 
How long are those tresses when flung on the wind !— 
Is the Lily, that floats on the shadowy tide, 


With a white cup that treasures its gold dust inside. 


The pearls that le under the ocean are white, 
Like a bride’s sunny weeping, whose tears are half light, 
And pure as the fall of the snow’s early showers ; 


But they are not more fair nor more pure than these flowers. 


We float down the wave when the waters are red 
With the blushes that morning around her hath shed ; 
And we wring from our long hair the damps of the night, 


The dew-drops that shine on the grass are less bright. 


But alone, m the night, with the planets above, 
Or the silvery moon, is the hour that we love ; 
Cold, pale is the lght, and it suits with our doom, 


For our heart has no warmth, and our cheek has no bloom. 


The mght wind then bears our sad smging along : 
Ah! woe unto him who shall listen the song! 
There is love in the music that floats on the air: 


But the mortal who seeks us, secks death and despair. 
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THE NIGHT-BLOWING CONVOLVULUS. 


Nor to the sunny hours 
That waken other flowers, 
Dost thou fling forth the odour on thy sighing ; 
But in the time of gloom, 
Is yielded thy perfume, 
Like Love, that lives when all beside is dying. 


Mournful the chamber where 
Thou dost embalm the air! 
Familiar long with watching and with weeping, 
An anxious circle gaze 
Upon the moonlit rays, 


Ainid the tranquil waves of ocean sleeping. 


Far on the waters wild: 
Far froin his wife and child, 
For his sake, restless on their quiet pillow ; 
Moore restless than his own, 
lte who is careless thrown, 
Where sweeps the southern wind, where swells the billow. 


Long have they watched and wept, 
And bitter reckoning kept 

Of days, alas! that seem to have no ending: 
The hourly prayer unwon, 
They see the setting sun 


Upon the same unbroken sea descending. 


To every passing cloud - 
A fancy 1s allowed 3; 
It is the fair ship, thro’ the water springing! 
Ah, no! not yet the gale 
Expands her homeward sail! 


Him whom they have so long expected bringing. 


He would not know his child ? 

It was an infant smiled, 
Unconscious of his sorrowful caressing: 

From the red lip was heard 

No small familiar word: 


Now, the fair boy can ask his father’s blessing. 


"The mother wears no more 
The smile and blush she wore 
Im the glad days when they were last together : 
Her brow is 72132 with fears: 
Efer eyes are dim with tears ; 


Her cheek has changed with every change of weather. 


Alas! her love has grown 
"Poo annious, and too prone 
"Ko tremble with its passionate emotion ? 
Upon her dreams, at night, 
Come visions of affright-—- 


All the tunnrultuous perils of the ocean. 


When these dark thoughts prevail, 
Wiihat hope can then awzil, 


But that which riseth amid prayer to heaven 


‘Vv 


Upon the gloomy hour, 
Like thy soft breath, sweet flower, 


Whose odours are alone to midnight piven. 
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Pave are her enchanted slhambers ; 
Pale is she with many dreams ; 

That white brow the turban cumbers ; 
Wan, yet feverish she seems. 

Not the fountain’s silvery flowing 
Euulis that haunted sleep ; 

Found her are wild visions growing, 


Such as wake and weep. 


Iruge’da is that inmpassioned sleeping. 
Sleep that is lke life ; 

By the wunquiet pillow Keeping 
EFiope, and fear, amd strife. 

Fast the fatal lower has bound her 
In its Iheavy spel ; 

Strange wild phamtasms surround her, 
But she knows them well. 


First, there comes an hour Elysian, 
Would it might remain ! 

Bringing back Love’s early vision, 
But without its pain. 

Soft the myrtles of the wild wood, 
Round her path-way part; 

Hiappy., Hike a guileless childhood, 
With a woman’s heart. 


But a deeper shadow closes 
Qn those lovely hours, 
And the openings sky discloses 


Old ancestral towers: 
There they stand—white, stately, solemn 


Sd 


While she looks, they fall ; 
Round her lies the broken column, 


And the ruimmed wall. 


“Fhen amid a forest Ionely 
Does she seem to stray :; 

Cone huge serpent, and ome only, 
Seems to mark her way. 

"hen begins her hour of terror : 


ay 


Strange shapes Know their time 





Struggling with some nameless error, 


With some unknown crime. 


Phantoms crowd around, repeating 
NV ords that are of death ; 

Loud her startied Nneart is beating, 
Touder than her breath. 

But a rosy lip has kissed her, 
NWVith that kiss she wakes; 

Pale she gazes on the sister, 


Who Ther shim ber breaks. 


NMishty must have been the sorrow, 
Passionate the grief, 

Which can thus a solace borrow, 
From that haunted leaf. 

scarcely does the broken-hearted 
Draw a Hhving breath; 

Better it were quite departed, 


"Krhan this lhfe in death. 
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THE CANTERBURY BELL. 


~- f ser it srow beneath my hand, 
I see 1t day by day, 
I miecasure on its purple wand 


liow long he is away. 


** "Phe seed was sleeping in the earth, 
The snow was on the ground, 
And Christmas gathered 1:1 its mirth 


"Prhae frieids now scattered round. 


‘‘ It was the time of thy farewell, 


and now 





Clold, wintry, dead, 
"Phe wiolets are in the dell, 


"The May upon the bough. 


*§ WVie sowed its sced when winds were chill, 
The plant now grown so fair; 
Wee placed it on the window:-sill, 


"Tro catch the sun and arr! 


‘- You said you would return agam 
Before 1t was in bloom, 
Alas! it sheds its heht in vain 


Around our altered room. 


~* My heart is sick with hope deferred, 
Days-——weeks pass slowly oO’er ; 
Alas! one voice is still unheard, 


One step returns no more! 


< Pm weary of these watching hours, 
That fret my hfe away ; 
I do not love my fivourite flowers ; 


YT loathe the sunny daw. 


“Is not the heart a sacred thing ? 
Is it not Love that gives 
The shadow of an angel’s wing, 


Where’er its presence lives ? 


‘IT gave my heart, I thought, for thine ; 
Mine was the gift alone ; 
Why have the false no outward sign 


By which they may be known ? 


«* Fair flower, that I have wept to see 
Day after day arise, 
I little thought that thou wouldst be 


Welcomed with tearful eyes ! 


‘Why should there be divided truth ? 
Ab! why should one love on? 
lin weary—weary of my youth, 


Whose happiness is gone !” 


A light step makes her start the while, 
She sees her Sister stand 
Beside the gate, with eager smile, 


A letter in her hand. 


Poor girl! she might have spared the blush, 
That with the letter came; 
She took the scrol]—pale grew the flush,— 


It did not bear his name! 
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THE PANSY. 


ae 


A little purple flower, 
And maidens call it Love in idleness." 


SEHRAKSPEARE.- 


Hiss name is on the haunted flower, 
Linked with those dreains that came 

im inspiration ’s lovely hour, 
Whose memory is fame. 

Efe saw that flower when he was young, 
AhkKe in life and heart, 

And round it those sweet fancies flung 


“Phat never more depart. 


A thousand blossoms bloom and die 
Upon their mother earth, 

Unnoticed in their transient sigh, 
Forgotten in their bitth : 

But when the poet’s heart has cast 
Its own deep beauty therc, 

The shadow of the charmed past 


Makes every leaf more fair. 


"Phe poet and the flower repay 
What each the other yields ; 
Hee loiters on his twihght way, 
Amid the summer Holds = 
Delighting im the lovely things 
That round his pathway gleam, 
While over therm his spirit: flings 


BH rrwusice end a adrezim. 


He of the Avon’s gentle wave 
Was conscious of his power : 

Was he not happy, when he gave 
His fancy to that flower, 

And left a vision of delight 
Amid its folded leaves ? 

A vision delicate and bright, 


Which every heart receives. 


His lot was what the poet’s lot 
Has ever been on earth, 
Yet toil and trouble were forgot 
In one enchanted birth ; 

That little purple flower imparts 
A pleasure deep and true ; 
Then he bequeaths to other hearts 
The joy that first he knew. 
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PHE MARVEL OF PERU. 


A RADIANT beauty of the lovely south, 
As languid as her walleys’ scented gale ; 
‘Phe rose hath only place on that sweet mouth, 


AW rose itis; but the soft cheek is pale. 


Fier large dark eyes are like a summer night, 
Before the moon’s soft crescent shines above ; 
Filled with a tender, yet a shadowy lhght, 


Whose silence is the eloquence of Love. 


She dwelleth lke a lone and fairy flower, 

"Phat lhath its home in some enchanted soil: 
Winat knoweth she of lfe’s more troubled hour, 
Our northern lot of hurry, care, and toil ? 

FHilalf-slawe, half-idol, she is kept apart ; 
tier palace prison is a veiled shrine: 


EFienough for her, the sweet world of the heart, 


Ah! hittle hath the laciye to resign ! 


Louistless she drearnms the sultry noon away, 


"Phe painted fan just stirs her rawen hair :; 


Khe silken curtains yield a shadowy day, 
"haat makes the pale fair beauty seem more fair. 


Faint are the colours im that darkened room, 


NV lien the wind lifts the curtain’s crimson fold : 


Amida rich obscurity of gloom 
Are seen the rainbow gems, the carved gold ; 


Arid o1. 2a table near, a httle Aower 


IDroops in a vase as white as sculptured snow .:- 


It was the favourite in her childhood’s bower, 


"The MLarwel of Peru, -she loves it now. 


"Phe perfumed atmosphere around 1s filled 


With many odours 





* 


SttmIImmMe rs Scenrtecd spol : 


Vhe fragrant waters from sweet woods distilled, 


Spices, and cinnamon, and precious oil. 


oh! hfe of pleasant languor and repose ! 
Like some frail plant that languishes at m008? - 


"he dark-cyed beauty need not envy those, 


"hho whom such charmed lot were earth’s best boon. 


WNVilaat is thee world we liwe im, but a strife 
of watiity ed envy, hate and fear ? 
"Phaat wohaicth we so arsenal our social hfe, 


Is ome great cerror,—-sullen, vast and drear. 


A fraapprer tot is wsornain’s, thus confined 
"Peo one deep love, and one sweet sohtude .; 
Ooh ! what ezvaerileth to awake the mind, 


Wihose higher struggles are so soon subdued ! 
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THE LAUREL. 


Fling down the Laurel from her golden hair: 
A woman ’s brow! what doth the Laurel there ? 


Nor to the silent bitterness of tears 
Do I commit, oh, false one! thy requiting ; 
My measured moments shall be paid by years 


Of long avenging on thy faithless shghting. 


Lf call upon the boon that Nature gave, 
IXkre my young spirit Knew its own possessing ; 
And, from the fire that has consumed me, crave 
"he cold stern power that knows its own redressing. 


Love was my element! e’en as the bird 
Knows the soft air that swells around its pinion, 
Sweet thoughts and eager ones my spirit stirred, 


Whose only influence was the heart’s dominion. 


They were but shadows of a deeper power, 
For lfe is ominous, itself revealing 
By the faint hkeness of the coming hour, 


Felt cre it vivify to actual feeling. 


But from that fated hour is no return: 
Life has grown actual, we have done with dreaming: 


It is a bitter truth at last to learn, 
That all we once beheved was only seeming. 


"Phou—who hast taught me this, upon thy head 


Be all the evils thou hast round thee scattered : 


Thro’ thee the Hhght that led me on is dead, 
my lute is shattered. 





My wreath is in the dust 


i could forgive each miscrable night 
When IE have waked, for that I dreacded sleeping, 


I knew that I should dream—my fevered sight 


Would bring the image I afar was keeping. 


Alas ! the weary hours! when I have asked 
The faint cold stars, amid the darkness shining. 


Why is mortality so over-tasked, 
Why am I grown familiar with repining ? 





Then comes the weary day, that would but bring 
Impatient wishes that it were to-morrow ; 


While every new and every usual thing, 
Seemed but to irritate the hidden sorrow. 


And this I owe to thee, to whom IT brought 
A love that was half fondness, half devotion. 
Alas! the glorious triumphs of high thought 


Are now subdued by passionate emotion. 


Upon my silent lute there 1s no song ; 

JT sit and grieve above my power departed ; 
"fo others let the Laurel wreath belong, 

I only know that I am broken-hearted. 


kenough yet lhngers of the broken spell, 

To show that once it was a thing enchanted ; 
I leave my spirit to the low sweet shell, 

By whose far music shall thy soul be haunted. 


A thousand songs of mine are on the air, 

And they shall breathe my inemory, and mine only ; 
Startling thy soul with hopes no longer fair, 

And love that wil] but rise to leave thee lonely. 


Immortal is the gift that J inherit ; 
Eternal is the loveliness of verse ; 

My heart thou may’st destroy, but not my spirit, 
And that shall lies: . round thee like a curse. 


Farewell the tite, that I no more shall waken! 


Tits music will be 111turmured after me; 


Rarewell the Latirel that J have forsaken ! 


And last, farewell! oh, my false love, to thee! 
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TH E i RIS. 


Ex boots not keeping: back the scroll, 
ZE kmow the tender words, 

C<< DE y life, my idol, and my soul t’’) 
Its scented page affords. 

"I here— give it me, that I may Sing 
its fragments on the wind, 

A faithless and a worthiess thing 
For such a fate designed. 


Wihat tho’ the Iris im my room 
Bids FEiope’s sweet promise live, 

¥ take no lesson from its bloom, 
E have no hope to give. 

Soon, with the summer sum’s control, 
"Those azvure leaves decay ; 

Amd yet the words on yonder scroll 
Are more short-lived than they. 


RE care mot for a love that springs 
WV rere otlhliher fancies dwell, 
"Pine rainbow ’s huc upon its wings, 


"E’hhe rainmbow’s date as well : 


By Vanity and Folly murst : 
of lhappimess it cles : 
ft springeth from ua fiincy first, 
Amd with a fancy fliecs- 
Ay t let them prettily complain, 
With graceful sorrow strive 3; 


They should be gliad of my disdain, 


Ie Keeps their love alive. 
XE give the ribbon frorm§ my hair, 
"Khe blossom from my hand, 
But it have nota thought to spare 
Foramny of their band. 


Khe lowe that haunts my midnight hour, 
#& AaAream——and yet, how true! 
Belongs to a diviner power, 
It giveth, hke the pale pure star, 
A loveliness to night, 
And winneth from the world afar 


Its own eternal Hhght. 


“Bhan wanity ec’er knew : 


ft bringeth to our earth again 
"he heavens it dwells among :— 
Not to the worldly and the vain 
Cam such a love belong: 
High, holy as the heaven above, 
Wet sharing lhfe’s worst part, 
Until I meet with such 2 ilove 


Fo cannot give may heart. 
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Tee Pe mieth thou art to me : 
ow Nacbies brimgest back old fancies, 
Amd I am tiike a child : 
#@A.las, alas! my childhood ! 
Wiiere art thou now exiled ? 


Art thou amid these blossoms, 
Lula with their breathings sweet : 
"Eoo much of unmarked beauty 
Euies hidden at our feet - 
Wee hurry on, too careless 
Of many lovely things ; 
Kis accident that often 
"The dearest pleasure brings. 


Sweet flowers! are ye from childhood, 
Or fairy land, or both? 
So fresh are still the famcies 
What linger round your growth. 
With what an eager fondness 
ETE leant your leaves above! 
Oh ?: im our life’s beginning, 
The heart is full.of love! 





And we long to s made es gladness. 
With whith ourselives are filled . 
"Tis lhfe’s moaost bitter lesson, 
That we must leave behind 


warm ——— generous impulse, 
Bee 3 iiiittee<’ once the mind. 
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Vaexow too cold an@%arelel, 
§ Ae after yegrs come op, = 

thee tarsi is vanished, 

- 20, beautiful is gone. 







“WE CATs, 
Their once sweet life renew 


we 


It is a mournful memory, 

‘Fhe memory of the past; 
Kach year a deeper darkness 

ts on our pathway cast. 
Ah! ye darling flowers of sumr 

Would ye could bid depart 
The shadow on my spirit, 


The coldness at my heart! 


